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a great heap of drifted snow and reached
its side.    She patted his rough coat.

15.  U01i,  Brownie,", she   cried,   "how
cold you are!   I must get this door open
for  you  somehow."    She  pulled it,  she
jerked it, she kicked it, she shook down
showers of snow on herself, and that was
all.

16.  It was in vain to try.    It was frozen
hard, and do what she would, she could not
stir it an inch.    It was hopeless.    " Oh,
what  can  I do for you, Brownie ?" she
thought, ready to cry with grief.

17.  u I do so wish you were not so big,
and I could take you up the stairs into our
bed-room!"   And Mercy half laughed at
the idea of taking the donkey to bed with
her.

18.   She gave one last, hard hit and &
rattle at the unkind door.    " I cannot get
it open, Brownie, and I must go home
again.    It will not do you any good if I
stay out here with you."

19.  Slowly the child moved away.   If it
had seemed cold when she first came out,
it seemed ten times colder now.   And she